of  Rjtfteics  was  Sechenov;  the name of the  author of The
Principles  was Mencieleyev.

How much water has flowed away since then! In. the
West the man who wrote The Origin of Species, Charles Dar-
win, was still alive, but a period of dull stagnation was
already approaching.

It was then that the pigmies, "a horde of specialists., all sorts
of 'ists' and 'ologists,'" as Kliment Arkadievich Timiryazev
angrily called them, crept out of all the cracks and crevices
of western science. It was then that, overrunning science,
they proclaimed that "our age is not an age of great tasks/'
and they denounced "every one who tried to rise above the
common level and scan a wider horizon'1 as a dreamer and
fantast.*

This happened at the time when capitalist society itself
was entering its decline and beginning to emit the smell
of decay like that of a rotten field in which the crop has
been kept standing too long.

It was in that gloomy period that the idea arose that
it is necessary to turn to the distant past to see the fabulous
giants of science, for no such giants exist now, nor could any
arise, it was claimed.

* I knew a certain university lecturer. He had not lived
in those countries, the epigonal science of which Timirya-
zev had condemned. Amazing events were taking place
under that lecturer's eyes; in his country the science
of living nature was, with unexampled daring, raising
and solving problems which had been regarded as insol-
uble and even impossible, like attempting to square the
ciccle.

* K. A. Timiryarev, "Darwin at a Type of Scientist,"   An   ad-
dress delivered in  1878.